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Summary: It's George and Fred's birthday, and you have the perfect 
(you hope) gift for your best friend. How will George react when you 
give it to him? A little smut, maybe lemons in future chapters if I 
get enough reviews. George Weasley x reader 


George's birthday 

**A/N: This is just a bit of fun so please enjoy :) I will be taking 
requests for other Harry Potter pairings in the reviews, or you can 
just PM me. No matter how weird it is I'll probably do 
it** 

**George's birthday** 

When you woke up this morning, you just knew it was going to be a 
special day. Although you were at his house with all of his family in 
the middle of his and Fred's birthday party and getting time alone 
was hard, nothing was going to stop you from being alone with George 
to give him the present you had spent ages looking for, knowing he 
would love it. And now, as you looked up into George's molten brown 
eyes, you knew all the stressful hours spent shopping had been worth 
it. He looked so happy. 

"Thank you, " he whispered. The hint of a smile crossed your lips and 
you looked down a little awkwardly, not knowing how to respond. "No, 
really," he says, lifting your chin up with his finger, "I shouldn't 
be accepting this." Dropping his hand, George looked down at his 
wrist and his present. 

It had been a little risky spending this much money. All the 
Weasley 's could be very sensitive when it came to money and their 
lack of it, and the watch had been expensive. That's why you had 
waited until now to gently grab his hand and lead him upstairs to his 
and Fred's room. He had come willingly, and you knew that was partly 
because he had helped himself to the alcoholic drinks downstairs, and 



partly because he never said no to you. In this happy mood he was 
ready to receive the present. And as you sat there cross legged, 
across from him on his bed, all the worry disappeared, and instead a 
wave of confidence washed over you. 

"Well," you whispered back, "you are accepting it." Quickly you 
snaked your hands out and wrapped your thin fingers around his 
wrists, so he couldn't take the watch off. "It took me a long time to 
find it and make it special, soa€ please." George looked at you as 
though he was torn. Carefully he pushed your fingers away from him 
and withdrew his wrists. 

"Okay fine." You smiled again. George looked a little suspicious when 
you said it had been made 'special', but it was the truth. There was 
one hand, like the clock downstairs, which pointed to different 
sentences around the circle of the clock. The first sentence, where 
the twelve should have been, said " one of your many brothers is 
being a twit". It travelled on, with sentences like: "careful! Those 
plans might not work!" and "Prank time!" and "You'll find it in a 
pair of old socks." Finally, where the eleven should have been "they 
love you." It was a little cheesy, but they were all things you had 
heard him say many times over the time of you being his 
friend . 

Gently you shifted to be more comfortable, stretching your legs out 
and resting your feet in George's lap. After making a little face he 
sighed, leaning back on his elbows and closing his eyes. Vaguely you 
remember seeing Ron's room once, and recall it being extremely 
orange, all themed around his favourite Quidditch team, the Chudley 
Cannons. The twin's room was very mismatched and random, with both 
boys having blue beds. George's bed had been carefully made before 
they had got on it, but Fred's was scrunched up. There were sweet 
wrappers on the floor, and a cauldron in the back. It didn't have 
much of a theme, but you loved it. 

"Hey, " he said, still leaning back on his arms, "come over here and 
give me a cuddle." You moved your legs and scooted over. George sat 
up and pulled you into a tight hug, then you pulled back and rested 
your head on his shoulder, your arms wrapped around each 
other . 

Cuddling George was something you loved. The smell of him made you 
happy. It was a warm scent, distinctly male with a hint of something 
spicy, maybe cinnamon. Whatever it was, it was something you couldn't 
get enough of. Content, you sighed and squeezed him playfully, an 
action he returned. 

You and George had been friends since your first year at Hogwarts, 
when he had picked fun of your hair, which was pulled into two 
bunches. Angrily you had slapped him and he had just laughed at you. 
The next day you coincidently bumped into each other on the way to a 
Charms class. There had been an argument, laughing, and then you had 
arranged to meet at lunch. Soon after you became friends, and then 
became inseparable. 

George had seemed to come even closer to you recently, and now you 
told each other everything, with no barriers between. In fact, the 
two of you were looking forward to starting your next year at 
Hogwarts as best friends. 



Fred and you slowly became friends, and were now close too, but you 
knew nothing would ever come between the twins. They were as close as 
any two people could get, like two magnets or the sun and the sky; 
wherever one was, the other would surely be as well. But they 
included you in most of their conversations, at least. 

Suddenly George shifted, moving backwards until he was lying on the 
bed. Staying put you watched him, until he spread his arms and opened 
his eyes, gesturing for you to join him. Almost instantly you were 
snuggled up to him. Your head was rested on his chest and your arms 
and legs were sprawled over his body. He wrapped an arm around you 
protectively . 

"George?" You whisper quietly, even though no one downstairs will be 
able to hear you over the music Fred is playing. You also knew that 
George could fall asleep within mere seconds of closing his eyes, and 
you wanted to make sure he was awake. You had another birthday gift 
for him, even though it would be late, considering the alarm clock on 
his bedside table read 00:03. Curiously you look up, and see him 
looking down at you with one brown eye. 

"Yeah?" He breathed back. You could hear in his voice that he was 
tired, and for a moment you wanted to push the gift to the back of 
your mind and just enjoy what you had, without pushing your luck. But 
you could have so much more. 

"What's the time?" For a few seconds he stared at you, burning your 
eyes in a pleasant way. 

"Didn't you just look?" He replies with a question, which frustrated 
you . 

"Wella€| yeah, but what does it say on your new watch?" George ducks 
his red head and looks at his watch. 

"Hmm. It says that they love me." He looked back at you with an 
eyebrow raised and you felt a rush of colour enter your cheeks, which 
was a little embarrassing. Confidence from earlier still moved around 
your body, though, so you bit back the nervousness. 

"Yeaha€| well maybe they do." George blushed too, but smiled, 
reaching round to take your hands before moving to lie on his side. 
Eventually, after looking into your eyes for a while, he moved again 
to lean his forehead on yours. 

"Love you too, " he said. Softly you removed your hands from his and 
moved them to his face. Your fingertips ran over his cheekbones 
gently, then ghosted around so your hands were on either side of his 
face. Pushing his face back made his eyes open to see what was wrong. 
You looked deep into his eyes as you spoke. 

"George, I don't think you understand. Before, you have loved me as a 
sister, and I loved you as a brother, but nowa€ I don't knowa€ | I 
guess I'm just sayinga€ | " You took a deep breath to keep from 
mumbling. "I just want you to know that- if I had the chance- I would 
want to love you as something more." You closed your eyes. They flew 
open again when George sat up, pulling you with him. 

"GeorgeaC ! ? " 


"How long?" He asked, staring into your eyes. A little awkwardly you 



averted your eyes, and once again he moved your head to look at him 
with his fingers. "How long have you felt that way?" 


"I don'ta€| I don't know. A long time? I don't know GeorgeaC i Don't 
worry if you don't feel that way too, I understa-" 

Soft lips came down over yours. At first you were a little surprised, 
thinking maybe he would pull away in a second and regret it. When he 
didn't, and instead moved his hand up to cup the side of your face to 
get a reaction from you, you melted into the kiss. George was very 
persistent in the way his lips moved against yours. It almost 
intimidated you. 

For a long while you had dreamt about kissing George. For an even 
longer while you had been in love with him. Keeping it secret had 
been hard, especially when he had come very close to you in what you 
thought were friendly gestures, so you had plenty of time to imagine 
what it would be like for the first time. Given that this was your 
first kiss ever, you were a little surprised at his intensity. 

When you felt something warm and smooth run across your bottom lip, 
followed by the graze of his teeth, you gasped a little and pulled 
back. George's face was flushed and you imagined yours was too. Both 
of you were breathing hard, panting, staring at each 
other . 

"Georgea€| This is the first time I've evera€ | " He shushed you with 
another kiss, this time to your neck. 

"We don't have to do anything you don't want to," he said against 
your neck, causing a shiver to run down your spine. Another gentle 
kiss was placed there. "Feel free to stop me from doing this," he 
whispered, kissing the hollow beneath your ear. "Or this." He kissed 
your cheek. "Or this." He skimmed his lips across your cheek to the 
corner of your mouth. "Or even this." Once again he kissed you. The 
intensity was there once again, but this time it didn't scare you as 
much, knowing that he would stop as soon as you asked. When he asked 
you for permission to deepen the kiss with his tongue, you opened 
your lips like a blossom and allowed him to run his tongue along 
yours. It was new and exciting. 

George moved the hand that wasn't cupping your cheek to your waist, 
using it to manoeuvre you in a way that allowed him to lay you both 
down, his body sliding over yours. For a while- you weren't sure 
exactly how long- you lay there kissing. It was pure bliss. George 
seemed to sense your hesitance and took everything very slowly, so 
when you boldly nipped his bottom lip, he made a low noise of 
approval, which spurred you on to do more. 

Bravely you reached down and took his hand that rested on your waist 
and moved it up. Taking a sharp breath, you place his hand on your 
chest, on one of your breasts. After just a few seconds, he started 
to move his fingers across the fabric of your top, but even that 
gentle movement felt amazing. A little gasp left your lips when he 
moved his hand back down and up underneath your top, but the gasp 
turned to a moan when he pushed his fingers beneath your bra and 
across your sensitive skin. Despite the wonderful feeling and moans 
that left your mouth, it all became too much, so a little shakily, 
you asked him to stop. 



With a chuckle, George pulled away, resting all his weight on his 
hands, which he now placed wither side of you. Looking into his eyes 
made you smile. Quickly he leant down and placed a kiss on the tip of 
your nose, making you giggle. 

"I love you," he whispered. 

"I love you too, George." 


End 
f ile . 



